The HtUorie of 

T hat were his Lackies : I cried hum, and well, go to, 

But markthimnotawordjOjheisastedious 
Asa tyred Horfc,arayling Wife, 

Worfe thenafmokie Houfe. 1 had rather liue 
With Cheefe and Garlike in a Windmill farre. 

Then feed on cates,and hauehim talke to me, 

In any Summer-houfein Chriltendome. 

Mor. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 
Exceeding wellread and profited 
In ftrange concealements, valiant as a Lion, 
Andwondrousatfable,andas bountifull 
As Mines of India: Hi all I tell you, Coofen, 

He holds your temper in a high refpeft, 

And curbs himfelfe,euen of his naturall fcope. 

When you come croire his humor/aith he does 
I warrant you, that man is not aliue. 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done. 

Without the tad of danger and reproofc.* 

But doe not vfeit oft, let roe intreat you. 

In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame, 

■Aid unceyour comming hither.haue doneenoueh 
To put him quite bcfides his patience.* 

You muftnecds learne, Lord, to amend this fault. 
Though foroctimes it /hew greatnelTe, courage, blood. 
And thats the deareft grace it renders you : 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefentharlh rage, 
Defcftofmannersjwant of gouernement, 

Pride, hautineffe, opinion, and difdaine* 

The leaft of which haunting a Nobleman, 
lofeth mens heartland leaues behind a ftaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides. 

Beguiling them ofcommendation. 

Well,I am fchoold,Good-noariners be your /peed, 
tleerc come our wiues,and let vs take our leaues. 

, QknimeriVfith the Ladies. 

Aitwr Thl ^ Is tjic deadly Ipight that angers me. 

My Wife can fpeake no Engltfb, I no Weljh. 

y cm, My Daughterweepes,fiicele not part with you , 


Henry the Fourth . 

cwlebeafouldier too, fheeletothewarrcs. 

Mor. Good father tell her, that ihc,and my Aunt Petty, 

Shall follow in your conduft fpeedily. 

S r. Undower fpeakes to her tnwelfh, and [he anjweres 

him in the fame* 

Glen, She is defperat heere, 

Apeeuifli felfe-wil’d harlotry, one that no perfwafion can doc 

good vp The Lady jpeakes in Weljh. 

Mor. I vnderffond thy lookes,that pretty welfb, 

Which thou powrelt downe from thefefwelling heauens,. 

1 am too perfed in,and but forlhame 
Infuch a paiiey fhould 1 anfvverethee. 

The Lady againe in Weljh. 
sjMor, Ivnderftand thy kales, and thou mine. 

And thats a feeling deputation : 

But I will neuer be a truant loue, 

TillI haue iearn’d thy language.for thy tongue 
Makes Weljh asfweets as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Quecne in a Summers bowre. 

With rauiihing diuifionto her lute. 

Glen. Nay,if thou melt, then will Ihe runne mad. 

The Lady jpeakef 'againe in Weljh. 

Mor, 0,1 am ingnorancc it felfe in this. 

Glen, She bids you on the wanton rufheslay you downe, 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And (he will fing the fong that plsafeth you, 

And oh your eyelids crowne the God ofllcepe, 

Charming your bloud with pleafing heauinetle. 

Making fuch difference betwixt wake andfleepe , 

As isthedifferenccbetwixt day andnight. 

The houre before the heauenly harueft teeme 
Begins his golden progrefle in theEaft. 

Mor. With all my heart lie fit and heareher fing, 

By that time will our bookel thinke be drawne. 

Glen. Dofo,and thofe Mufitionsthat (hall play to you, 
Hang in the ayre a thou/and Leagues from thence. 

And ftraightthey fhall be here, fit and attent. 


